Mrs. Ap-Nanny left the room shortly after breakfast to superintend the affairs of the household; and Miss Ap-Nanny, who was her secretary of state for the culinary department, was called out to assist in consultation whether leek-porridge or buttered ale should be administered to the queasy vicar; for, though the old gentleman preferred the latter, Mrs. Ap-Nanny was of opinion that the former was more medicinal; and the vicar was one of that numerous class of Benedicts of whom their wives take so much care in their indispositions, that they are never suffered to consult their own tastes in any of the essential practice of the science of dietetics. On this occasion, however, the vicar was roused to exertion, and was so Athanasian in his invectives against the leek-porridge, and so Jere-mitaylorically pathetic in his entreaties for the buttered ale, that the heart of Mrs. Ap-Nanny was softened, and the ale was prepared accordingly.
Whether it was owing to the exertion he had used in obtaining the ale, or to the ale itself, or to both in conjunction, we are not prepared to say, but the vicar found himself suddenly better, rose, dressed and descended. Opening the parlour door, he recoiled several paces in amazement to see the stranger on his knees before his daughter Ellen, in the [164]s of
